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One 


Author's Notes: 

Crackbunny gone wild. Seriously. And injury due to popping something, falling off your chair or scaring small 
chirldren and animals is on you. Lia and | birthed the idea and kudos to Andy for betaing it. She tells me it 
wasn\'t easy. :D 


"Why?" 

Herjo rolled his eyes and pushed Kai through the door. "For the insurance." 
"But | am healthy! | am strong! | am." 

"Getting on my nerves!" 


Kai giggled and followed Henjo into the elevator, wrapping his arms around him as they rode up to the fourth 
floor. "| thought you liked when | got on you?" 


Henjo pulled his sunglasses down his nose and peered over the top of the lenses. "Think about something else 


for an hour. | would rather not have the doctor wonder why you are coming in with me and a hardon" 
"Well, they sucked my blood the other day so now all | have to do is talk to the doctor and we are good" 
"And you will not forget to ask him about those headaches?" 


"You are such a mother," Kai snuggled closer, only letting him go when the bell signaled the opening of the 


doors. "Come on! Then we can go home and | can show you the new toy | bought!" 
With a tolerant smile, Henjo ambled down the hall behind the bouncing red ball of perpetual energy. 
He'd been in there an awfully long time. 


So long in fact Henjo had read -- or at least looked through -- ten magazines, studied his nails, played a game 
on his cell phone and was now sitting and staring at the door to the office. 


He was worried. 
Unless of course Kai was simply talking the doctor's ear off. 
With that comforting thought, he reached for number eleven. 


Kai couldn't sit still. The doctor was frowning, looking entirely too serious as he read the results of the tests. 


"Ah, you said headaches?" 

"Sometimes," Kai chewed his lip, swinging his feet. 

"And you have trouble concentrating?" 

"Sometimes," his fingers now picking the seam of his jeans. 

The doctor closed the file. "Mr. Hansen, | am afraid | have some bad news." 
Kai froze in his chair. "Bad news?" he squeaked. 

"You have what we call Willawhack Syndrome." 


"Is it going to kill me?" Kai's eyes darted around, looking for Henjo. 


"No, but it will get progressively worse unless you take care of it now. Eventually it would leave you bedridden, 


unable to do more than feed yourself” 

Kai's gulp nearly made his ears pop. "What do | have to do?" 

"You need to avoid excitement” 

“But | am a musician!" 

"This is your health, Mr. Hansen" 

"Ok, no excitement," Kai sighed. 

‘I'm also afraid you'll have to cut back on your sexual activity, Mr, Hansen" 
"Cut back? Four times a week is good?" Kai said hopefully. 

"Actually, for the next three months, you'll have to abstain 


Henjo heard the shriek followed by a crash, the door to the doctor's office flying open only a second or two 


later. 
"Nurse!" the doctor bellowed, "quick, bring the smelling salts! He's fainted!" 


Kai didn't speak at all on the ride home, instead curling up in a ball against Henjo and weeping quietly. Henjo got 
him in the apartment, giving him the pill the doctor had slipped to Henjo that would make him sleep and sitting 
with him until he fell into a restless doze. Henjo then went to the living room and took a seat on the couch, 
pulling out his cell and calling Dirk. 

Kai was sick. 

It was something in his brain that caused huge amounts of endorphins and adrenaline to be released whenever 
he got excited. He was under doctor's order to have no excitement and to do nothing but take it easy while he 
was taking a course of medicine that would bring it under control. 

And then Henjo broke the news. 


No sex. 


He wasn't even allowed to wank. 


Henjo got a little frustrated waiting for Dirk to stop laughing. 
Kai and no sex. 
That was like saying the Pope and no funny hat. 


But then Dirk heard the worry in Henjo's voice and grew serious. He agreed to call Dan and meet Henjo at Kai's 


to make a plan They'd help him. Somehow. 


Kai rolled over, stretching and wiggling on the bed, letting out a huge yawn. His hand idly slid down and cupped 
his crotch, rubbing the half hard cock through his jeans, his head tipping back. Nothing like... 


His eyes flew open as he quickly pulled his hand away. 

He couldn't. If he did, he might end up a bedridden young -- ok middle aged -- man and never be able to play 
for the fans again. He sat up and swung his feet over the side of the bed, rubbing his eyes before getting up 
and shuffling out of the room. 

Henjo got up and ran to meet him, guiding him to the couch and sitting him down. "How are you?" 

Kai shrugged. "Ok, | guess." 

"We will get through this, Kai." 

Kai raised his eyes to Henjo's. "We?" 

"Yes, we. Did you think | would make you do it alone?" 

Kai threw his arms around Henjo's neck, squirming into his lap and rubbing against him. "My hero!" 

"Kail Now, wait! We must think about some things you do without thinking or this will be very hard!" 

Kai groaned, pressing his face to Henjo's neck. "Is too late. It already is." 


Kai wasn't sure if they were helping him or trying to kill him. 


He'd been forced to sit and watch as Henjo and Dirk made a thorough search of the apartment, anything and 


everything that could be considered sexual in nature or aid heaped in the center of the living room, the pile 


growing to such dimensions even Kai was a bit shocked. 

His computer was the first to go, Henjo promising to let him use his laptop to check his email once a day. 
After it had been screened, of course. 

Then his collection of DVDs and VHS tapes. 

Who knew he had The Little Mermaid and Beauty and the Beast behind all the good stuff? 

His toys, including the brand new silky smooth blushing eight incher with multiple speeds and thrusting action 
ard a little area you could fill with warm liquid that would squirt from the slit in the tip. It was even 


uncircumcised. 


So maybe a total of seven small vibrators, three medium, four large and one that Henjo was afraid to get 
close to it was so big was a bit much, but variety was, after all, the spice of life. 


And dildos were NOT the same thing. And again, maybe a collection of twenty one was overkill, but some nights 
you were just in the mood for something different. 


Lube of every conceivable kind, some so old you couldn't read the writing on the label. And so what if he had 
the economy size bottle of Anal Glide and the jumbo tubes of Anal Ease and KY? And everyone should try the 
new warming lotions, they were just incredible. 

They took everything 

Candles, utensils that were plastic covered, even going so far as to take the more phallic veggies out of his 
fridge. By the time they were done, the apartment looked bare and Kai was so depressed he wouldn't even talk 
to them. It took five trips of both Dirk and Dan to carry all the bags down, both of them telling Kai they'd see 
him tomorrow before they left for the last time, Henjo walking them out into the hall and thanking them for 
all their help. When he went back inside, Kai had vanished into the bedroom, Henjo finding him curled up in a ball 
on the bed. 


Henjo sat down beside him and stroked his hair. "H's only for three months. And then you'll be fine and you 


won't have to worry." 

"Three months," Kai nodded. "I have gone much longer.” 
"Remember, you can't wank. It will do the same thing." 
"| know." 


"And you can call me anytime." 


"| can?" 

"OF course." 

Kai smiled at him, his eyes a little less sad. "I love you, Hen" 

‘| love you too, Kai. Now try to get some sleep and | will bring coffee and bagels in the morning.’ 

"Ok" Kai snuggled into his pillows and closed his eyes. Henjo leaned over and brushed a kiss against his temple 
before getting up and grabbing his coat. Stopping outside to light a smoke, he shivered in the chilled air, 
glancing back up at the dark windows and shaking his head before heading for home. 

If he had any idea what the next ninety days would involve he would have hired Kai a new best friend. 

One with the patience of a saint. 

The first day wasn't too bad. 

Henjo bought a big calendar and hung it on the wall with a red marker hanging from it so they could cross off 
the days. The second day he noticed the puppy on the picture had fangs, glasses and a spiked collar. He also 
noticed Kai was getting a little snippy. 


The third day he walked in and Kai was sitting on the couch with an icepack on his crotch. 


He bit a hole on the inside of his cheek to keep from laughing. The scowl Kai gave him told him he wasn't 
fooling anyone. Henjo took off his coat and sat down beside him. "What happened?" 


"Nothing!" 
"Kai, you are..." 


| went to get cigarettes and while | was out | decided to get some things. Do you know how many things there 
are in a market that remind you of a dick?" he said desperately, wincing and shifting the ice pack. 


"Oh no..." 
"Oh yes! Cucumbers, carrots, peaches! Peaches are firm and fuzzy and oh fuck this is cold!" 


Henjo coughed, trying to think of anything except Kai fondling the produce. 


"Tomatoes! Plump and juicy and they squeeze like.." Kai threw his head back, banging it against the back of 


couch. "Bananas! Henjo, bananas" 

Henjo could feel his lips fluttering no matter how hard he pressed them together. 

"And then! Was holding a cucumber and was stroking it and someone comes to me and says he is the manager 
and asks me to stop what | was doing and leave the store! Now | am not allowed to shop there anymore! They 
think | am some crazy vegetable pervert!" 


Henjo lost it: 


Even the icepack that hit him in the side of the head and the slamming of Kai's bedroom door didn't make him 
stop. 


Henjo bought his own calendar. 

Dirk and Dan had both tried but Kai couldn't stand anyone around him except Henjo -- so he said, Henjo 
thought he was just doing it because he wanted someone else to be as crazy as he was -- so the babysitting 
fell to him on a daily basis. He was on his way to Kai's when his cell rang, the phone tucked so far down in his 
pocket that by the time he answered the caller had hung up. Waiting until traffic was stopped he checked the 


missed calls, rolling his eyes when he saw Kai's way too familiar number. 


Since he was less than ten minutes away he decided not to call back, although when the phone rang again only 


a minute later he snorted and answered. "| am coming!" 

‘Oh God, hurry Hen! Please!" 

"Kai? | will be there in a few minutes!" 

"Just hurry!" Kai hung up, the loss of the call sending Henjo off on a cursing streak as he threw the phone. 
Stop the car - which he almost forgot to do - in front of Kai's, rip the keys out, throw open the door and 
jump out, slam the door shut as he ran for the door and up the stairs, frantically pounding and calling Kai's 
name until the door opened, Henjo tumbling in and grabbing Kai, his eyes making a hasty check to see if there 
was blood or wounds or..nothing. 

"Henjo!" 


"Kai!" Panting, he gripped his shoulders. "What is wrong?" 


"Did you know Donald Duck does not wear pants?" 


Henjo thought he was going to stop breathing. Then he decided that although breathing was good, killing Kai was 
better. 


" Whate" 
Kai pulled away from him and began to pace. "He has no pants! He is naked from his waist down!" 


Henjo stumbled to the couch and threw himself down, snatching one of the pillows with the ridiculous tassels 


and holding it over his face to muffle the scream. 


| cannot take it!" Kai sat on the floor at Henjo's feet and banged his head on the table several times, finally 


leaving it rest on the wood. 

Henjo sat up and patted his head. "It's not so bad, Kai." 

Kai lifted his head from the table, the glare making Henjo snicker as the burning eyes bored into his. "Is not so 
bad? Have you ever seen the Teletubbies, Hen? | got hard looking at the thing on the green one's head because 
it looks like a hardon! | wanted to bend over and be fucked by a children's green fury looking thing! Is bad, Hen, 
is very bad!" 


Henjo couldn't help it. The snicker turned into a full on laughing fit. "Cheer up, Kai," he sputtered, "is only 
another two months and fifteen days!" 


The groan and the loud thump of Kai's head hitting the table didn't help at all. 
Henjo wanted drugs. 

Or an unlimited supply of beer. 

Anything that would give him a few minutes peace. 


Every day was something new, Kai now to the point that he screeched when you touched him, the days on his 


calendar no longer covered with red marks but instead a pen used to literally scratch them out of existence. 
Henjo had been delayed in going to see him, a long stress relieving conversation with Markus about everything 
other than Kai keeping him on the phone for several hours so it was with extreme caution he used his key and 
unlocked Kai's door, opening it slowly and sticking his head round. "Kai?" 


"Go away.” 


Henjo sighed and came the rest of the way in, shutting the door and taking his coat off. They were down to 


two months and eight days and he was wondering how they would make it through one more month, let alone 


two. "Bad day?" 

Kai snorted. "No, my day was wonderfull” 

Henjo sat down beside him, careful not to get too close. "What happened?" 

"Was a phone call from Oto." 

"Otto?" Henjo racked his brain but couldn't place the name. "Who is Otto?" 

"He works for the phone company. He called to ask me questions." 

Henjo bit his lip. "Oh?" 

Kai shot him a look that should have removed his head. "Oh." 

"And?" Although he was kicking himself for asking, he just couldn't stop himself. 

"Was like this..." 

"Good evening Mr Hansen, my name is Otto and | was calling to speak with you about your telephone service." 
‘My telephone?" 

"Yes, sir. Are you happy with it?" 

"IF rings, | answer." Kais eyes drifted shut. Otto sounded very sweet and sincere. And young. And hot. 

The quiet chuckle made him groan. "Well, thats good." 

‘How old are you, Otto?" 

Silence on the other end and then a soft clearing of a throat. "Im twenty two." 

‘Mmm. And what do you look like?" 

Kais hand was rubbing his thigh, his breathing a litte faster, his cock pushing against the crotch of his jeans. 
"Excuse me?" 


"What are you wearing?" 


"Excuse me?" 

‘Lam ready to get naked, are you?" 
* click ¥ 

"Hello? Hello, Otto?" 


Kai rolled his eyes as Henjo fell over on the couch, laughing so hard he was snorting. "I am glad to see you find 


it funny, Hen." 

Henjo couldn't answer, even when Kai got up and stomped off to his room. 

He begged. 

He pleaded. 

He offered bribes. 

And they still told him no. 

Henjo decided when this all was done, he was going to talk Kai into a new bassist and drummer. They would 
need them because he was going to kill the ones they currently had. Even as he sat planning the pain filled and 
long lasting ways he would do them in, his phone rang. 

He looked at it. 

Sighed. 

Reached for it and picked it up very slowly, trying to see the display. 

His sigh of relief was probably heard in Italy. 

Flipping open the phone he answered. "Hello, Eero." 

"Hi Henjo. What is wrong with Kai?" 


Henjo thought for a minute, wondering how the kid knew. "Why do you ask?" 


Eero hesitated for a few seconds. "Well, | called him and he was acting funny." 


"How funny? If it is Kai, he is always funny.” 


"Not like this funny." Eero sighed, sounding so sad that Henjo almost laughed. "Kai knows | am not into that, 
right? Well, he was flirting and he was telling me things | didn't want to know." 


Henjo was trying not to laugh, but he could tell the kid was a little freaked out. "Like?" 


"Like he was lonely and only you came to see him and would | come to see him and did | want to bring him 


some cucumbers and carrots and some lube." 

Henjo's head hitting the table was enough to make Eero wince. "Eero, for your sake, stay away." 
“That is what | was going to do, Henjo." 

"Good, it is best. Now..." 


Henjo's call waiting beeped, the sight of Kai's number on the display making him bellow and curse. Eero 
snickered. "| will let you answer that. Goodbye Hen. 


He didn't even wait for Henjo to say goodbye before he hung up. Hitting the button with a curse, Henjo didn't 
even get to say hello before Kai was talking, telling him about Eero and cartoons and anything else he could 
think of. Only half listening, Henjo looked at the calendar. 

He could do this, really. 

After all, a little more than two months to go, right? 

The ringing phone startled Henjo awake, his hand fumbling for the receiver. "Hlo?" 


"Hen!" 


The furtive whisper made his eyes pop the rest of the way open. "Kai? It's," Henjo squinted at the clock, "seven 


on a Saturday morning!" 

"| know, but | wos..." 

Henjo could hear Kai's breathing, fast and harsh. "Kai? Are you alright?" 

"Hen," the desperation made Henjo throw back the blankets, ready to dress and run out to the rescue. "Hen?" 


"I am coming, Kail" He kept the phone pressed to his ear while he dragged on his jeans. 


"Hen?" Kai groaned, the audible click as he swallowed making Henjo curse and try to move faster. 
"What, Kai?" " 
"Did you know that the Beast wears his dick to the right?" 


Henjo dropped on the bed, holding the phone away from his ear and staring at it. The beast Dragging the 
receiver back to his ear he forced the words out of gritted teeth. "What beast?" 


"In Beauty and the Beast. | couldn't sleep so | was watching it.” 
"You could not sleep. Well / was sleeping just fine!" 
"Well | am sorry | woke youl" Kai snapped and hung up. 


Henjo cursed, throwing the phone across the room and staring up at the ceiling. The beast. He glanced at the 


calendar beside his bed. Another two months and four days. He'd never make it. 
He had it. 
Keep Kai busy with other things and he'd be too tired to think about his dick. 


So the first day he took him shopping with him. He was a little surprised to find Kai outside waiting for him 


when he was done, the manager of the store giving him a rather odd look as he left. 


They were back at Kai's and settled in watching a movie - a nice everyone dies lots of blood, guts and gore 


one - when Kai sighed. "Hen?" 
"What Kai?" 


"Is there a law against sticking your finger in a melon and thrusting it in and out and feeling the stuff all 


slippery and sliding around and thinking about... 
Henjo slammed his hand over Kai's mouth. 
"Yes! There isl" Removing his hand, he sat back again, shifting his eyes back to the movie. 


Kai sighed again. "They told me that at the market today but | wanted to check." Henjo buried his face in his 
hands. 


Only two months and two days to go. 
He just needed to find a new place to shop. 
Henjo had never before realized just how many things reminded Kai of sex. 


And the problem was, they reminded Kai, who told him in excruciating detail and now he was walking around 


eyeing vegetables with a hardon. 
And a few other things he cringed to even think of as being enough to make his dick hard. 


Kai had begun to beg him to stay, telling Henjo he couldn't be alone at night anymore, that it was too much for 
him to handle alone and if Henjo just understood... 


"| can't take the dreams, Hen!" 

Henjo knew he shouldn't. He really, really shouldn't. But he just could not stop his mouth. "What dreams, Kai?" 
As soon as the words left his lips he smacked himself in the cheek 

Kai frowned. "Don't ask” 

Henjo sighed. "I am asking. Now, what dreams?" 


Kai licked his lips and scooted closer. "Aliens! With big cocks! Sometimes three or four! All waving, hard, 


Henjo smacked himself again. He knew he really shouldn't have asked. 


One month and twenty nine days to go. 


Thirteen days. 
They had made it more than halfway. 


Kai looked like hell, Henjo no better. 


Whereas Kai couldn't stop thinking about sex, Henjo wasn't sure if he ever wanted to have it, let alone hear 


about it again. 

And the rest still wouldn't give him a break, in fact, they no longer answered their phones. 
Henjo hated them 

He had already made plans on where to dump the bodies. 


And to top it all off, somehow Markus and Weiki had found out and were taking great delight in calling Kai and 
whispering something extremely naughty to him to get him started and then hanging up, leaving Henjo to deal 
with him. 


He would need a bigger space, but he was pretty sure he could hide theirs as well 


He had forced Kai out of the apartment to go for a walk, the two of them trying not to look at anyone or 


anything that could have, resembled, or may have ever come in contact with a dick. 


"Just do not think about it. Now, is a beautiful day and we're going to..." Henjo realized he was talking to an 
empty sidewalk. Turning around, he saw Kai peering in a shop window, his nose pressed to the glass. With a long 
suffering roll of his eyes, he started back, craning his neck to see... 


"Kai!" 


Blushing at the tittering from the women who had been watching, he dragged Kai away from the hanging 
display of bratwurst in the window. 


Henjo woke up and rolled onto his side, groaning as his back complained bitterly. Kai's couch was not only one of 
the ugliest shades of yellow he had ever seen, it was the most uncomfortable place he'd ever slept. And 
considering there had been some pretty bad places, that wasn't saying much. Sitting up, he yawned and 
scratched, stumbling to his feet and heading for the bathroom before going to put on a pot of coffee, 
automatically picking up the red pen to make a mark His eyes were suddenly wide open, a grin spreading over 
his face. 


"Kail" Throwing the marker on the table, he ran for Kai's bedroom. "Kai! Wake up!" 
"No no no no nol" Kai beat his fists on the mattress, flipping over to reveal a very healthy hardon "Was just 


about to get my dick sucked by a guy who could suck an ice cube through a straw! And he showed meeeeeeel” 


he wailed. 


Henjo rolled his eyes. "Come and look!" 


Kai sat up, growling. Hopping off the bed, he stomped after Henjo, his dick bobbing in front of him. He looked 
around the kitchen and shrugged. "What?" 


"Look!" Henjo turned him to face the calendar. 

"What am |..? Oh!" Kai let out a whoop, grabbing the pen and putting a big red x. "Thirty days!" Throwing the 
pen, he turned and launched himself at Henjo, slamming him into the refrigerator and kissing him hard, grinding 
his dick against him. 

For a moment, Henjo forgot himself, kissing him back and getting himself two good handfuls of that muscular 
ass, humping him just as hard. Reason smacked him between the eyes and he shoved Kai away, wiping his arm 


over his mouth and shaking his head. "Not yet!" 


"Soon!" Kai was bouncing around, the sight making Henjo groan, his hands itching to grab that strong body and 
throw it right on the table. 


"Go get dressed. Now we have to find things to do every day so we do not think about it" 
"One more kiss!" 

Henjo backed away, putting his hands up to ward him off. "No more kisses!" 

"One morel" Kai didn't walk, he stalked, his eyes glittering, the tip of his cock wet and shiny. 
"Nol" 

"Yes!" 

"Kail" 

And then he pounced. 


Somewhere between the fight for breath and the hot, lapping tongue, Henjo decided one more kiss wasn't such 
a bad idea after all. 


They made a schedule. 


For the final thirty days they would have one day out and one day in. 


The days in would be spent playing and writing. 

The days out would be spent as tourists. 

I+ sounded like a good plan 

A really good plan 

The first day the sat around and wrote a song. 

Or they tried to, but the only lyrics Kai could come up with had to do with dicks. 


Big dicks, small dicks, short dicks, long dicks, fat dicks, thin dicks, dicks that curved, dicks that were straight, 
cut, uncut, dicks that got hard as nails or ones that stayed a little spongy and soft. 


It actually wasn't a bad song but Henjo doubted the record company would want to use it as a single. 
So they set it aside and tried again. 


Henjo really didn't think anyone wanted to hear a love song dedicated to his dick, but he was quite touched by 
Kai's thoughts. 


So they gave up and spent the rest of the day watching stupid game shows on tv and cuddling. 
They even managed to cuddle without Kai trying to turn it into a wrestling match. 

The next day didn't go quite as well.. 

The Zoological Museum and Botanic Museum. 

Sounded innocent enough. 

Until Kai started speculating on the size of the male organs of some of the species. 

By the time Henjo was able to drag him out of there they were both in need of an ice pack. 
Twenty eight to go. 

Another day in, this one spent painting the living room and bedroom. 

Not that they needed it, but it was something to do and who can get aroused over paint? 


One short, frustrated, horny redhead. 


Henjo nearly had to brain him with the roller to make him behave. 
Twenty seven. 


Instead of what they had planned - since it was raining, a cold soaking rain that did nothing to improve Kai's 
mood, they stayed in, finishing the painting and deciding to scrub down the kitchen 


Henjo was amazed at the amount of energy Kai had. 

Kai explained that after not fucking for more than two months he had to put it somewhere. 
The mere thought of putting it somewhere gave Henjo palpitations. 

Somehow he hadn't realized that no sex for Kai was going to mean the end of his sex life as well. 
Twenty six more. 

Painted the kitchen and the little dining room. 

Twenty five. 

Day long jam session with breaks to have several food fights. 

The sight of Kai, slick with things that should be licked from his body. 

Henjo made a note to do it again when he could. 

Twenty four to go. 

A visit to Michaeliskirche, a quiet afternoon spent listening to the three-organ concert. 
Twenty thee. 

They just might make it. 


Shampooing carpets and scrubbing and polishing floors, both of them so worn they slept through a good part 
of the next day, resulting in a quiet evening of movies and more cuddling. 


Twenty one. 


Three weeks. 


Speicherstadt. 

The world's biggest warehouse complex, with everything from the Hamburg Dungeon and the world's largest 
model railway of its kind, to five small museums on spices, toys, Afghanistan, customs and excise and the 
Speicherstadt itself. 

They had so much fun there they had to go back the next day to finish looking around. 


And then one more day to thoroughly explore the Dungeon, scaring the hell out of each other because they 
could. Over a thousand years of horrific, authentic history so vivid it was like living it.and dying it. 


Down to eighteen. 


For several days they did nothing but talk, about their lives before they met ard since, realizing that they 
knew far less about each other than they thought. 


Fifteen. 
Exploring the city's culture with a journey to the Kunsthalle, the gallery offering work and pieces from I5th- 
century German Old Masters through French impressionism to Andy Warhol and 2Ist-century installations - 


with a quiet lunch at Café Liebermann in between exhibits. 


Much to their surprise, they were finding that walking around the city just being together was almost as 
much fun as being naked. 


Almost. 

Fourteen 

Two weeks. 

They were going to make it. 


Henjo even let Kai drag him to Hamburger Dom, hating every second of the slow, winding line to get on the 
roller coasters but loving every second of Kai clinging to him, shrieking, as the cars whipped around the track. 
And riding the ferris wheel with Kai tucked against his shoulder and the city spread out below? 

Something Henjo would never forget. 


And then they were in the countdown 


Nine. 


Another trip to see the Museum fur Hamburgische Geschichte, the history of Hamburg itself with everything 
from the feared pirate Stortebeker to the Beatles at the Star Club, impressive large scale exhibits and 
interactive displays, both of them in awe at things they had never known about the place they lived. 

And then it was seven 

They had found that they didn't need to fight, to argue and to fuck all the time, instead they could spend their 
night in many different ways, from playing cards to watching the TV, a soft kiss to a temple meaning as much 
as a greedy feast of the others mouth. 

Of course, that was when Dirk and Dan stepped in. 

And Henjo began to seriously think about the most painful ways for them to die. 

Henjo was having Kai withdrawal. 

After nearly three months of being with him almost twenty four hours a day, a quick phone call lasting less 
than five minutes two days running wasn't enough to feed his habit and he found himself pacing, his hair 
standing up from his hand being yanked through it, his breathing harsh, his heart pounding, his skin slick with a 
light coat of sweat... 

And his dick hard enough that he was tempted to try breaking the ice out of the freezer with it. 

Kai had told him that Dirk and Dan were keeping him so busy he didn't have time to think. 

And that was good. Henjo knew the last few days would be the hardest. 

Kai hard. 

Throbbing, pulsing, writhing under... 

Henjo wondered how much damage it would do if he made himself into a dicksicle. 

It didn't help when he thought of Kai licking it either. 

Five to go. 


Kai had been right, the icepack didnt help. 


Four. 

And the beast dad wear it to the right. And the Teletubbies green guy did make you want to bend over. 
Three. 

Donald Duck wasn't the only one that didn't wear pants, none of the Duck family did. 

Two. 


His fifth trip through the produce section got him not only some funny looks, he was pretty sure the manager 


was following him. 
One. 

Zero. 

It. Was. Over. 


And for the four millionth, seven hundred and twenty eight thousandth, nine hundred and eighteenth time, Kai 


wasn't answering his phone. 


Ok, maybe that was a slight exaggeration and Henjo had only called four million, seven hundred and twenty eight 
thousand, nine hundred and two times. 


"Damn you Kai, where are you?" Henjo glanced again at the clock and cursed some more. They were supposed 
to be at the doctor's office at two this afternoon and here it was already seven thirty and he couldn't reach 


Kai. 
Throwing the phone, he rubbed the aching hardon that had become a permanent part of his life, silently 
promising it that one way or another it would have some relief this afternoon even if he had to cut a hole in 


a melon and slap a red wig on it and call it Kai. 


He was so wound up that when his phone rang he shrieked like a girl and shot off the couch. Snatching it up, 
heart still in his throat, he flipped it open. "Kai!" 


"What!" The excited voice on the other end was just what he wanted to hear. 
"Where are you?" 


"I am about ten minutes from you! You know what day it is, right?" 


Henjo groaned. "I know. And so will my neighbors." 


Kai's giggle somehow made his dick harder, even if he hadn't thought it was possible. "We will let everyone in 
Hamburg know! But we have to wait, right?" 


"Until after the doctor's, yes." 
"Hen?" The excitement was gone, a fear creeping into Kai's voice. "What if he says..?" 


"Do not say it! Do not think it! Oh fuck Kai if he does | am telling him to give it to me and we can be 
slobbering old men together!" 


Kai sighed happily. "And people wonder why | love you." 

"Who wonders why you love me?" Henjo puffed. "People wonder why | love you." 
"No, is backwards." 

"Is not!" 

"Is too!" 

"Kai, you are much harder to love than | am!" 

"Hal You can say that only because you are not in love with you!" 
"l am not going to argue with you when you are in a car!" 

"Well | am not going to argue with you at alll l'm going home!" 
Henjo stared at the dead line, his mouth hanging open. 

Well that wasn't going to work at all. 

He waited a half hour and then started to call. 


He whined, begged, pleaded, swore he was an idiot, threatened, cajoled, screamed, begged some more and got 


nothing except the machine. 


No Kai. 


Time crept forward, the clock seeming to suddenly jump from eleven to one, Henjo chewing the side of his 
finger as he waged a war with himself. 


He could stay here and wait for Kai to call. 

But what if Kai didn't call? 

He could go to Kai's and wait for him. 

But what if Kai didn't come home, or even worse came here and found him gone? 

He could go to the doctor's office and be there for him in case there was bad news. 

Or in case there was good. 

But what if Kai told him he didn't want him there and made him leave?" 

Henjo sat and watched the minute hand move, each sixty seconds seeming like a lifetime. 

He couldn't sit here. 

Getting up, determination written all over him, he snatched up his keys and headed for the door. 
He had promised Kai they'd see this through together, and he was going to keep that promise. 


And besides, if anyone was going to get the benefits of a three month long pent up, frustrated, horny bundle 


of red haired perpetual energy, it was him dammit. 


And his dick cheerfully agreed, pointing the way. 


He got there just in time to see Kai entering the building. He hurried to catch up with him, darting through the 
doors just as the elevator closed and began making its way up. Impatiently jabbing the button, he practically 
ran over a very nice looking older couple who got off the second car, mumbling what he thought was an 
apology before jumping on and pushing the button for the right floor and the close door one at the same time, 
uncaring that several people were calling for him to wait. 


The lovely older woman looked at her husband. "What did he say?" 


"He said move you old farts or | know where to put your bodies too," the elderly gentleman said, looking rather 


puzzled. 


"Well, from the look of his pants | would say he was in a hurry," she snorted, taking his arm and toddling along 


beside him as they headed for the door. 

The old man snickered. "Maybe | should take what he is." 
"Maybe you should." 

Her wink made him wish he already did. 


There was no one in the hall when Henjo got off the elevator. He tried to adjust the front of his pants, glad 
that he was wearing something a little bit loose or he probably would have been arrested. He opened the door 
to the office, grinning when he saw Kai. 


Kai heard the door open and glanced up, the smile lighting up his face when he saw Henjo. "You camel” 


Henjo hurried over to sit beside him, leaning close so only he could hear. "Not yet," he growled, making Kai 
shiver. 


| missed you. Dirk and Dan were nice and kept me busy, but it was not the same as being with you, Hen" 

"| missed you too. And I'm sorry for fighting with you." 

"Me too," Kai wiggled his eyebrows, leaning into Henjo's shoulder, “and | will show you how sorry later." 

"The doctor is ready for you." Kai shot to his feet, moving so fast behind the nurse she had to pick up her 
pace or get run over. He was shown straight to the office, the doctor sitting behind his desk and writing in a 
file. Kai took a seat and waited, his foot tapping impatiently. 

"So," looking up, the doctor smiled, "how are you feeling?" 

"Good, good" 

"And you have had no excitement?" 

"No, no" 


"And you have refrained?" 


"Yes, yes." 


"Good" The doctor got up and came around his desk. "Look up, please." 


So Kai looked up. And down. And followed his finger. And stood on one foot. And held his breath until his ears 


rang. 
And just when he thought he was going to have to stand on his head, the doctor smiled "You are cured!" 
‘| am?" Kai yipped, barely refraining from grabbing the doctor and planting one on him. 


"Yes!" Turning away, he headed back behind his desk to retake his seat. "I should tell you to get back into your 


normal routine gradually and rot..." Starting to sit down, he frowned. 
The chair on the other side of his desk was empty. 
He went out to the waiting room. "Nurse? Did you see..?" 


The nurse and receptionist were giggling like girls. "Yes, doctor. He ran out, grabbed the other gentleman by his 
shirt and dragged him out the door screaming it was time to get naked." 


"Well, for him, maybe that is gradual" Shaking his head, he went back into his office and closed the door. 

"Kail Wait!" 

Henjo tried to see around him, yelping when he drifted over and another car nearly scraped the side of theirs. 
"Kai!" 

Kai lifted his head, Henjo's shirt still in his teeth. "Huh?" 

"Wait! Five minutes and we will be home!" 

Kai growled, shifting back to his side of the seat. "I am going to kiss you, lick you, suck you, rim you, eat you, 
bite you, fuck you with my tongue, my fingers, rub my dick all over you and then you will take that long 
pointy tongue and do it all to me and then you will fuck me until my eyes bleed!" 


"| will, | will," Henjo nodded emphatically. 


Kai leaned back against the door, using both hands to massage his crotch. "Hurry up or | am starting without 


you." 


Henjo hurried. 


They crashed into the elevator, Kai slamming Henjo against the wall and rubbing against him like he was a cat, 
his body glued to the long, lean strength. Teeth clashed as they kissed, neither one noticing the down the hall 
neighbors step on and then back off the elevator before the doors closed, Henjo lifting Kai up until he could 
wrap his legs around Henjo's waist and stick to him like flypaper as they got to their floor, Henjo carrying him 
down the hall, staggering as he tried to peer around Kai's head to see when they reached the door. 


He had to put him down to open the door, yelping when Kai went to his knees and undid his pants, pulling his 
dick out and attacking it with lips and tongue as he tried to work the key in the lock "Kail My neighbors!" 


Kai shrugged, his mouth taking Henjo's cock to the root, Henjo quickly deciding then he didn't care it they threw 
him out of the building tomorrow. Once he got the door opened he shuffled backwards, Kai following on his 
knees , still happily sucking Henjo's cock, his teeth making an appearance here and there as he tried to follow 
Henjo across the room without taking his mouth away. He grinned round the shaft when Henjo yipped and 
yelped, finally lifting his head away and pumping him with long, slow twisting strokes of his strong fingers that 
had Henjo forgetting his name. 

"Naked, now!" 

"Well you have to let go of my dick!" 

"Oh!" Kai giggled, getting to his feet and pulling his shirt over his head. "Henjo! Get naked!" 

In the process of toeing off his shoes, he rolled his eyes. "I aml" 


"Faster!" 


Henjo didn't know how he did it, but Kai was completely naked and he'd only managed to lose his shoes, socks 
and had his shirt in his hands. "We did not all practice getting naked in five seconds, Kail" 


"Well you should have!" 

With a loud snort, Kai grabbed the waistband of Henjo's pants and ripped them down, knocking him off balance 
and sending Henjo, pants and briefs into a pile on the floor, Kai letting out a happy cry and jumping on top of 
him. 

Henjo's groaned cry made Kai realize he didn't land in the best spot. 


"Hen!" 


Henjo shoved him away and rolled over, getting up on his knees with his cheek pressed to the carpet, his eyes 


squeezed shut as he cupped his throbbing balls. Kai rolled up onto his hip, unable to keep himself from cracking 
up at the way Henjo was laying. 


"Fucking asshole, you crushed my balls!" 


Kai crawled over next to him, laying his cheek on the floor and staring at Henjo's watering eyes, tears leaking 


from behind the closed lids. "I'm sorry, | didn't mean To." 


"Three months. | go without even when | don't have to for three months and all | get to show for it is grey 
hair and crushed balls," Henjo muttered, his eyes still shut tight against the pain. 


"It was an accident," Kai pouted. "I'll kiss them and make them better!" 
"Don't touch me. Don't get near me. Don't even look at me!" 


"Hen!" Kai wiggled closer, his shoulder bumping against Henjo's. "Was an accident. | didn't mean to hurt your 


balls. | like your balls!" 

With a snarl, Henjo attacked. 

And it was on. 

Wrestling around on the floor, somehow Kai's dick ending up trying to shove its way up Henjo's nose. 
New position, please. 


Crawling up onto the couch, kissing and dry humping until one rolled too far and they fell to the floor with a 
crash, Kai yipping as Henjo's bony elbow found his ribs. 


Maybe something with a little more room. 


The table, Kai on his back and happily pounding his hips up as his dick filled Henjo's mouth and that wonderfully 
talented, active, wiggling, greedy, needy, long, pointed tongue reacquainted itself with every inch. 


Until Kai accidentally kneed him in the head when his teeth scraped too hard. 


Henjo against the wall, Kai on his knees, sucking his dick like a long lost friend, his hand reaching, cupping Henjo's 
balls and giving them a firm squeeze. 


Apparently from the shriek and the double fisted yank of Kai's hair they were still a bit sensitive. 


In the hallway that led to the bedroom, Kai facing the wall and rising up on his toes as Henjo's finger opened 


him up, lots of spit used as lube, Kai whimpering and moaning and begging until Henjo moved closer to take a 


bite of that freckled shoulder just as Kai threw his head back, connecting with Henjo's nose. 


Henjo made a mental note to thank his dick later, for even through the pause to stop the blood it never 
drooped at all. 


Finally, the bedroom. 


Fingers lubed and pushed inside, Kai bellowing for more until Henjo shoved his dick up his ass and his tongue in 
his mouth, Kai wrapping around him and humping like a cat in heat, Henjo gasping and trying to stay conscious 


as spots of color danced in front of his eyes. 


Thrusting, writhing, grinding, screaming, rutting, rolling, grabbing, biting, kissing, wanking. A jumble of hands and 
bodies and sweat and blood and tears and lube and precum and spit, all forming a single mass that if pressed 
to tell it would be difficult to see where one ended and the other began, striving and straining toward a mind 


shattering orgasm or death, neither one caring which it was as long as it ended in something, sometime. 


And then with a banshee cry and the ripping of fingernails and splashes of hot come and shuddering bodies and 


brains that exploded into pieces of colors and blackness and lust... 


It was done. 


Henjo didn't know how long they had slept. The room was almost dark, night settling in as he eased his body 
away from Kai's, biting back the groans of pain as the scratches, bites, sore muscles and battle wounds woke 
up as well. Sitting up, he was shocked to see the condition of the room around them, blankets and sheets 
ripped from he bed and falling drunkenly to the floor, the dresser top empty, everything that had been on it 


laying on the floor (he didn't ever remember being near the dresser). 
It only got worse when he left the bedroom, nearly stepping on shards of glass from several pictures that had 
fallen, his legs still trembling as he made his way into the bathroom. Flipping on the light he almost screamed 


when a bloody and bruised face stared at him until he realized he was looking in the mirror and the wild 


creature was indeed himself. 

He groaned, wincing as he probed several wicked looking bites on his chest, wetting a cloth and carefully 
dabbing at the dried blood under his nose. A body crashed into him, sending him face first toward the mirror, 
his hand coming up and catching him at the last moment as Kai shoved his way past him. 

"Mornin," he croaked, scratching his chest absently as he tried to aim at the bowl with his eyes still closed. 


He didn't look much better than Henjo. 


Bruised and battered, walking with a lot less roll in his gait, blood smears here and there (which Henjo was 


sure were from his blood), he mouthed a kiss in Henjo's general direction before stumbling out of the 


bathroom and heading for the kitchen, muttering something about coffee. 

Henjo stared at his departing ass, shaking his head. Finishing up, he wandered in the same direction Kai had 
gone, amazed that either one of them was alive when he saw the destruction in the living room that carried 
through to the dining area, coffee tables overturned, pillows scattered everywhere, chairs crashed over onto 
their backs and sides. 

Kai was sitting on the floor in the kitchen, his back to the wall, an empty cup in his hand as he waited for the 
coffee to get done. Henjo plucked it from his fingers, fixed them both a cup and slid down the wall to sit next 


to him. "Here." 


Kai's soft danke was enough to make him smile, especially when he felt the pressure of Kai's head on his 
shoulder. "You ok?" 


Kai nodded, sighing happily. "Was good." 

"Was more than good," Henjo snickered. 

"Your balls are ok?" 

"Fine. How's your ass?" 

"It's a little sore but | could do it again," he grinned. 
"You could always do it again" 

"So, when are we gonna do it again?" 


Henjo was saved from answering by the phone letting out its shrill summons. Neither moved, letting the 


answering machine pick up, Eero's voice drifting to them from the other room. 

"Henjo? | tried you at Kai's but since there was no answer | thought | would try here. And | can't get you on 
your cell. Listen, I'm not sure what's going on, but | just left Dirk and Dan and they're going on about 
something called Willawhack Syndrome and Dirk is telling Dan he owes him money because you made it. Do you 
know what they're on about? | looked it up online and there's nothing called that so | think they made it up. 
Anyway, hope you're feeling better Kai and I'll talk to you soon 

The soft click followed by the beep as the tape reset itself were very loud in the silent apartment. 


Henjo couldn't speak. 


Kai could. 


And even as he raged and screamed and plotted revenge, Henjo smiled. 


He had figured out just where to hide the bodies. 


